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guardian never suspected the presence of anybody
in that remote part of the gardens, and being a dark
night, she could not find her way down to the gates.
She was always outwardly very calm, but showed
much relief at seeing the rescue party, and turning to
my father with that charming smile of hers, which
always attracted everyone, she said:   " Tant de
torches pour unefrele petite femme " (So many torches
for a frail, small woman).   She added that her only
worry had been that her absence was causing anxiety.
The procession walked through the ruins which,
for the first time since their past splendour were being
lit up at night.
It was eleven o'clock when my parents got back to
Palazzo Massimo-
In those days I used to go to bed at 6.30, therefore,
I knew nothing of all this until the next morning
when, as usual, I scrambled on to the foot of my
mother's bed whilst she had her breakfast.
My favourite pastime on these mornings used to be
to look at some albums belonging to her. These
albums are most original, and I often look at them
even now with delight.
When my mother was a little girl of eleven, she
used to cut out the photographs of the various people
she, and her family knew, paste them into these
albums, and then draw and paint various scenes
around them. For instance, on one page she stuck
the photograph of my Aunt Violet, who was then
also a little girl (now Violet, Viscountess Melville) in
bed ill; in the centre of the room a table literally
covered with medicine bottles, and my grandmother
seated by the bedside holding her daughter's hand.
Still another memory comes to me as I write. My